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	Ange Serena

. . .

* * *

><p>A big metropolitan city like Tokyo had its own night owls.<p>

Those were men who remained dormant during day, and made a living during night. They shared a same epithet, known only to common people—mafia gangs.

Mello had worked for the underground world for years. Bloodstained hands had long since dismissed. Matt stayed beside him, both as trustful right-hand man and a loyal follower. Their involvements in mafia-gangs wars boosted their reputation as notorious mercenary assassins.

Everything was fine, until news about the deaths of several rich conglomerates appeared on TV.

"…—_was found dead. This makes it the third murder case during the last three days—…"_

Biting on a chocolate bar, Mello's eyes wandered around the photos appeared on the TV. Being an underground individual himself, he instantly recognized them all as leaders from different mafia gangs.

"…—_Police is still searching for the criminal—…"_

Whilst the announcer still pronouncing about the chronology of the case, Matt strolled into their living room, casually sitting on the other side of the sofa and lit on a cigarette. Mello could smell fresh soap, which meant he was taking a shower just now.

Matt blinked lazily at the TV.

"Hmm… this guy sure is bold, going around killing off gang leaders," he muttered out aloud, puffing smokes from his cigarette. "What do you think, Mels?"

"Why would you think I'd give a rat's ass about him? He can go around cosplaying as terminator for all I care."

"Right… Somehow I knew you'd say that."

"Then _stop_ asking useless question, Matt."

"But it'd be troublesome if he kept slaughtering our potential employer, y'know."

"…We'll deal with the bastard in due time."

Matt only shrugged nonchalantly, and Mello went back to watch news while eating a bar of chocolate.

Behind the stage, unbeknownst to them, gears of fate began to move.

* * *

><p>. . .<p>

* * *

><p>There were several papers with photos scattered on their desk. Mello frowned. "Why the hell did you take so many jobs in one day, Matt?"<p>

His annoyed tone immediately got his partner's attention from whatever game he was playing. "What? You don't want to go for the handsome bounties?"

"…I'm not in the mood for killing birds right now." Mello reasoned. Matt rolled his eyes and clucked his tongue in response.

"It's just a cover, Mels."

Mello raised an eyebrow. He glanced at his partner with incredulous look. "What? You want to play detective, now?"

A grin spread on Matt's face. "You know I sure as hell don't really care about the money—well, maybe just a bit—but that's beside the point. What matters the most is that I want to catch this culprit. You know, like a hunting game."

Mello frowned even deeper.

"Forget it. Cross me out of this ridiculous game of yours."

"Really…? Oh, well, that's too bad."

He didn't sound displeased at all, perhaps because he could hog the hunting game for himself. Mello didn't care enough to understand what Matt was thinking.

* * *

><p>. . .<p>

* * *

><p>Unfortunately, lazing around in the couch made his back ached.<p>

Mello rose to his feet and walked to check the fridge. There was nothing but a bottle of ketchup—leftover from yesterday pizza—and a few cans of beer. What else could he expect from a fridge where two grown-up men lived solely on junk foods and beer?

Taking a can of beer for himself, Mello picked up his jacket and went outside.

The streets seemed more vacant than usual.

Could it be due to recent deaths reports that had broke into news?

Whatever happened in the underground should stay forever in there. At least, that was what Mello had learned from his time working as part of it. Death of a gang leader usually was kept as a top secret, as it could be considered a weakness for the organization to lose the chief. When the rival gang learned of this, surely it'd lead to their downfall.

But tonight was eerily quiet, it almost choking him.

* * *

><p>. . .<p>

* * *

><p>The sensation of being watched ticked Mello's sense.<p>

Passing a dark alley, he paused for a moment. His eyes glanced to his surroundings. Empty.

Before he could take another step, Mello felt dread ran through his spine. This feelings… the same thing he felt whenever he partook in an assassination job…

It was undoubtedly the feeling of a desire of death—bloodlust.

And it was fucking from _behind_ him.

Carefully, Mello turned his head. Instead of an empty street like earlier, he saw a young man dressed in trench coat.

…What is with that guy and the color _white_?

Seriously, there's so many white that Mello couldn't distinguish any other color from this guy. His hair, his pale skin, his long trench coat, his pants… everything was white, white and white.

He's too ethereal that it's almost inhuman.

But then Mello smell a familiar tang of blood. So thick it was like the blood glued to his clothes.

* * *

><p><em>Hold on a sec…<em>

* * *

><p>"Who the hell are you?" Mello snapped to him. He wasn't meant to, actually, but it was out of habit.<p>

Mello then see his eyes were as black as an abyss, staring back at him.

He gave Mello an expressionless stare. "…Name?"

Mello almost shouted at how idiotic his response was, when the stranger continued, "…_Near_ would do. Nothing more, nothing less."

* * *

><p>. o0o .<p> 


End file.
